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move in the warm moonlight, and indicate, by the grace of
their eager gestures and the fulness of their languid eyes,
the fierceness of their passion. At length the castanet is
silent, the tinkling of the last guitar dies away, and the
Cathedral clock breaks up your reverie. You, too, seek
your couch, and, amid a .sweet flow of loveliness, and light,
and music, and fresh air, thus dies a day in Spain !

CHAPTER VII.

THE Spanish women are very interesting. What we asso-
ciate with the idea of female beauty is not perhaps very
common in this country. There are seldom those seraphic
countenances which strike you dumb, or blind; but faces
in abundance, which will never pass without commanding
admiration. Their charms consist in their sensibility.
Each incident, every person, every word, touches the fancy
of a Spanish lady, and her expressive features are constantly
confuting the creed of the Moslemim. But there is nothing
quick, harsh, or forced about her. She is unaffected, and
not at all French. Her eyes gleam, rather than sparkle;
she speaks with vivacity, but in sweet tones, and there
is in all her carriage, particularly when she walks, a certain
dignified grace, which never deserts her, and which is re-
markable.

The general female dress in Spain is of black silk, a las-
gwi/na, and a black silk shawl, a mantilla, with which they
usually envelop their heads. As they walk along in this
costume in an evening, with their soft dark eyes dangerously
conspicuous, you willingly believe in their universal charms,
They are remarkable for the beauty of their hair. Of
this they are proud, and indeed its luxuriance is equalled
only by the attention which they lavish on its culture. I
have seen a young girl of fourteen, whose hair reached her